MAY

;uch beauty ! You regard the dull, useful men,
md think that here a law of nature has been marvel-
lously reversed, and you wonder what nature intends
to do about it. Woman is the American religion,
and she is quite aware of it. She justifies American
civilization. The United States cannot point to a
long history or to much tradition, but it can say :
c I want to have you meet Maudie !' And Maudie,
nine times out of ten, makes the Battle of Hastings
look cheap. But we are diverting. . . .

Watch Dad !

The girls are chattering together about the de
luxe trip to Shakespeare's country which he has
just bought over the counter. Dad stands, a little
removed, fumbling over a handful of letters whose
stamps bear the head of truthful George. He goes
a sickly colour and lets his cigar out, biting the
end and glooming, an open letter in his hand.

cWhy, dad, what . . .'

c Darn it ... oh, darn that bonehead ! I might
have known he wasn't worth a row of beans !
Darn him !'

He goes on glooming with the letter in his hand.
His wSe surges into the catastrophe to the scent of
Chypre.

* Is it the Amalgamated Pig Ore ?' she asks
gently.

c Yep,3 he replies bitterly. * Guess I gotta beat
it back and straighten things out. Things have
gotten into a bad way !5

There is a desperate tilt to his hat as he goes
out into the Haymarket, his women-folk before
him, glum and slightly peevish because they are
going to Hamlet's country without the prince of
dollars.
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